GENEVA

undertook that responsibility and here I am. Every-
body understands my position: nobody understands
the pamphlets, the three volumes of Karl Marx, the
theories of the idealists, the ranting of the demago-
gues : in short, the caddishness of the cads. Do I make
myself clear?

BBDE. Am I a cad? Is Ernest here a cad?

FLANCO. You had better not force me to be personal.

BBDE.   Come!   Face the question.   Are we cads or
gentlemen?  Out with it.

FLANCO. You are certainly not gentlemen. You are
freaks.

BATTLER.   Freaks!

BBDE. What is a freak?

JUDGE.   An organism so extraordinary as to defy
classification.

BBDE.  Good.  I accept that.

BATTLER. So do I. I claim it.

JUDGE. Then, as time is getting on, gentlemen, had
we not better come to judgment?

BATTLER.  Judgment!

BBDE.   Judgment!

BATTLER. What do you mean? Do you presume to
judge me?

BBDE. Judge me if you dare.

FLANCO.   Give judgment against me and you pass
out of history as a cad.

BATTLER.   You have already passed out of history
as a Catholic: that is, nine tenths a Jew.

BBDE.   The bee in your bonnet buzzes too much,
Ernest. [To the Judge] What is the law?

JUDGE.   Unfortunately there is no law as between